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nobles who were to escort him took charge of his baggage, in-
cluding all the food and drink, and stowed it in the hold. Fo3
Odysseus himself they spread a rug and sheet on the ship's deck
well aft, so that he might enjoy unbroken sleep. Then he toe
climbed on board and quietly lay down, while the crew found
their seats on the benches like men drilled to their work and un-
tied the cable from the pierced stone that held it. But no soonei
had they swung back and struck the water with their blades than
sweet oblivion sealed Odysseus' eyes in sleep delicious and pro-
found, the very counterfeit of death. And now, like a team of
four stallions on the plain who start as one horse at the touch of
the whip and break into their bounding stride to make short
work of the course, the ship lunged forward, and above the
great dark wave that the sea sent roaring in her wake her stem
began to rise and fall. With unfaltering speed she forged ahead,
and not even the wheeling falcon, the fastest thing that flies,
could have kept her company. Thus she sped lightly on, cut-
ting her way through the waves and carrying a man wise as
the gods are wise, who in long years of war on land and wander-
ing across the cruel seas had suffered many agonies of spirit but
now was lapped in peaceful sleep, forgetting all he had once
endured.
When the brightest of all stars came up, the star which often
ushers in the tender light of Dawn, the ship's voyage was done
and she drew near to Ithaca. Now in that island is a cove named
after Phorcys, the Old Man of the Sea, with two bold headlands
squatting at its mouth so as to protect it from the heavy swell
raised by rough weather in the open and allow large ships to ride
inside without so much as tying up, once within mooring dis-
tance of the shore. At the head of the cove grows a long-leaved
olive-tree and near by is a cavern that offers welcome shade and
is sacred to the Nymphs whom we call Naiads. Tins cave con-
tains a number of stone basins and two-handled jars, which are
used by bees as their hives; also great looms of stone where the
Nymphs weave marvellous fabrics of sea-purple; and there are
springs whose water never fails. It has two mouths. The one

